﻿Vincent grinned as he put the finishing touches on the summoning circle. He'd spent months digging through ancient tomes for just the right spell, translated all the steps he'd need, and made sure his precautions were in place. Tonight was the night though! Tonight, he was getting a girlfriend!


The black-furred catboy nodded in approval at his handiwork then pulled out the book he'd been using for instruction. It was time to invoke the spell. Kneeling there he slowly began to read aloud, ancient words from a long-forgotten civilization. Around the circle candles flared to life, lighting themselves with a hot pink flame. A similar hot pink glow spread through the lines of the circle, bathing the room in the light as shadows seemed to erupt from the circle's center!


The shadows twisted and turned like a miniature tornado until they coalesced into a vague humanoid shape. With a few more chanted words that shape became more feminine, and then with a rush of wind, it changed entirely!


The figure standing in the middle of the circle was unmistakably feminine, with a considerable bust, wide hips, a long cock hanging between her legs, and a beautiful heart-shaped ass, all clad in nothing but soft white fur. Otherwise, lagomorphic features were in some places replaced with the decidedly more infernal. Small horns sat between long rabbit ears atop a full head of long shimmering teal hair. Bat-like wings and a long pointed tail helped to mark the curvy bunny girl as something decidedly less natural than your typical bipedal talking rabbit.


"Pitiful mortal, who dares to summon the mighty Typhani from the great beyond!" The voice of the succubunny echoed loudly through the room, her face awash in shadows, eyes glowing pink. Until she saw the starstruck black cat before her. "Ohhh, hiya buddy! Was it you?" She cooed sweetly at him.


"Erm . . . Yes, yes I did!" Vincent’s voice quakes only a moment as he stands back up. He pointed at the demon dramatically "I am the mighty Vincent, warlock supreme and you shall serve me!"


Typhani looked the mighty warlock up and down. The thick-rimmed glasses, the white pressed button-up shirt, the pocket protector. She grinned wickedly. The succubunny began to pace around the circle, slowly trailing a claw along the edge of the protective barrier.


"Oh, great and mighty Vincent, what is it you wish of me, your humble servant?" Sarcasm dripped from every syllable as she traced the edge of the circle.


"I desire a girlfriend!" Vincent's declaration was made with all the high drama he could muster.


Typhani couldn't help but laugh, a mocking cruel laugh that made her breasts bounce the whole time. Still, when she fully circumnavigated the circle she frowned and pulled back her claw. The spell was well done, she might actually be in trouble. She smiled at Vincent and lifted her legs into a cross-legged sitting position floating in mid-air.


"Alright, Kid. I can make you a girlfriend! You've got guts kid, I'll give you that. What are you, eighteen?" She smirked down at him, floating just high enough to keep her breasts at eye level with him.


"Thank yo- Hey! I'm twenty-three!" Vincent glowered at the succubunny, distracted from her exact wording by his indignation.


"Fine, fine, fine. So what are you wanting this girlfriend of yours to be like?" She smiled and in a puff of pink smoke she was suddenly holding up a clipboard and pen. A pair of glasses similarly poofed into place on her face, though otherwise, she remained naked.


"Uh . . . do I really have to get into all that? I mean can't you just . . . ?" Vincent balked and started to fidget.


"Nah, see I gotta know your exact specifications, big boy." She grinned maliciously and leaned forward in the air, starting to effectively lounge on her stomach, clipboard at the ready. "So, what'll it be?"


"W-well . . . ." Vincent stammered.


"Let's go down the list then, shall we? Thin Crust, Standard, or Extra Thicc?" Typhani chuckled to herself.


"Are we ordering pizza or getting me a girlfriend?" Vincent glowered.


"Answer the question or no girlfriend for you Vinnie!" Typhani rolled her eyes.


"Extra Thicc!" Vincent blushed and looked away, crossing his arms.


"Good, good!" Typhani scribbled something on the clipboard. "Okay, personality! Sweet, Spicy, Salty, or what?"


"Y'know, don't you think the food analogies might be a little demeaning?" Vincent raised a brow.


"Hey, Kid, I ain't the one ordering a bride from hell!"  Typhani snickered at him, making Vincent blush again. He took a long time fidgeting afterward though. "Come ooooon, I've got all day but I don't wanna spend it here."


"Tsundere." Vincent huffed.


"One otaku special comin' up for the man in the unironic pocket protector!" Typhani laughed viciously as she checked off a mark on her clipboard.


"F-fuck you!" Vincent glared.


"Get in here and fuck me yourself, you coward!" Typhanie cackled and rushed to the edge of the circle, her tits squeezing against the invisible barrier as she looked him over and licked her lips.


"Uh . . . ." Vincent stared at her, looking her up and down. He couldn't hide the bulge between his legs as he gulped audibly. He glanced down at the protective circle. He looked back up at her. She looked at him the way a lion looks at a gazelle. He took a breath. "Wh-what's next?"


"Boo! Boring!" Typhani sighed and gently pushed off the barrier, floating back into the middle of the circle as if leaning back in a comfy chair. "Style. You want some pretty pink little thing? You like 'em butch? Stripperific? What?"


"Goth." Vincent returned to not meeting her gaze.


"Spooky it is!" Another check on the clipboard.


"What, no jokes at my expense for that one?" Vincent raised a brow.


"Vinnie, please, I am nothing if not a professional." She paused. "Besides, you're still the funniest joke I can think of right now!"


"Erg . . . y'know, I knew I'd be summoning a demon but for some reason, I thought you'd just be evil not whatever this is? Petty and mean?" Vincent huffed.


"Whaaat? Liek, omigaaaawd! Buh, liek, I'm jus' adjustin' to be all sexy for mah master! Is this better masteeeer?" Typhani pouted and put a finger to her lips.


"W-wait really? Then what . . . wait are  you fucking with me?" Vincent blinked in shock just before Typhani cackled.


"I wish! C'mon, Vinnie,  you didn't cast that kinda spell, I'm not your moldable little pet." Typhani stuck her tongue out teasingly.


"F-fine." Vinnie looked away.


"Still, you liked that didn't ya? Oooh, I think you like the verbal abuse a little too, don't ya Vinnie? Gonna put you down for likin' 'em dumb." Typhani smirked and made a note. "Dumb tsundere, eh? That your thing?"


"Sh-shut up!" Vincent's blush turned intense!


"Ooooh, nailed it!" Typhani made a little fist pump, making her tits wobble again with the motion. "Don't worry, Vinnie, dumb girls are great. I'm with you on this one!"


"Really?" Vincent blinked.


"Yup yup! Anyways, we've got an extra thicc goth dumbass tsundere lined up for you. Now there's just the matter of payment." Typhani did some more scribbling on her clipboard and looked up at him.


"You're not getting my soul!" Vincent shouted in sudden alarm, ready for this possible turn of events.


"Nope! It's a buyer's market so long as you've got me stuck in this gloriously unarousing bondage scenario, Vinnie. So, here's the deal I don't take your soul. I make you a girl and then I get to be free of this circle. Deal?" Typhani looked at him pleadingly.


"Y-yeah fine, deal." Vincent let out a sigh of relief at getting out of this without losing his soul or anything. Then he thought about the wording of that deal. "Waaait a minute."


"Too late! No reneging on the contract Vinnie!" Typhani cackled and pulled the page off her clipboard. It floated in the air, and with a gentle push, she sent it floating his way, through the barrier, and sealing itself against his forehead.


A bright pink light exploded through the room!  Vincent was knocked back against the far wall! He slumped and started to black out as he heard Typhani cackle!


Lavinia awoke with a mild headache. She rubbed at her head, everything just felt foggy. She tried to stand and let out a tiny gasp at the feeling of how different her weight distribution was. Finally, with bleary eyes, she looked down at herself. A thick jiggly body, heavy breasts, wide hips, and an ample ass. All stuffed into a dark purple top featuring a low-cut pentagram-shaped set of straps, purple pleated plaid skirt, and black and white striped stockings up to her thighs. She blinked slowly as she stared down at herself.


"Wha'? Whoa, whaddafuk happened tah me?" Lavinia reached down and felt at her breasts, paws sinking into the black fluffy mounds.


"Silly thing, don't you remember? You got your wish, you stupid witch." Typhani stood over Lavinia, legs spread wide, one hand reaching down to stroke her hardening cock, the other playing with one breast as she towered over the soft black cat.


"Wha'? Mah wish?" Lavinia's brow furrowed as she tried to think. It was so hard now! "Wait! Dis wasn't mah wish yah cunt!" Lavinia glowered and swatted at Typhani ineffectually, causing the demon girl to cackle at her.


"Aww, poor little bitch! Not what you wanted? Are you suuuuure? These were the terms you agreed to." Typhani smiled sadistically as she kneeled next to the prone kitty, pressing herself against the soft catgirl and whispering into her ear. "Besiiiiides, I can tell you like it, Vini. Admit it."


"Ah, don' gotta admit nuffin'!" Lavinia crossed her arms and huffed, looking away dramatically even as she started to blush. Even if Typhani was right, the grumpy little dimwit couldn't bring herself to admit it out loud.


"Oh, really? Is that why I can smell the lust pouring off you, you little slut?" Typhani traced a hand down over the soft curves of Lavinia's side, drawing no protests from the warm cat as Typhani's hand stopped on the newly minted girl's thigh. "I could help you with that, you know." Typhani licked her lips, a long thin dextrous tongue on display.


"F-fine! Buh not cuz ah like you or nuffin'!"  Lavinia huffed, too embarrassed to admit just how hot this was making her.


"Suuuuure, Vini. You little dork!" Typhani snickered and slid down a bit to lift Lavinia's skirt. A single long pink claw scratched over the cute little pink bat-print panties, cutting them off effortlessly to reveal Lavinia's dripping juicy slit.


Lavinia was about to toss out some ineffectual protest over the name-calling, until she felt Typhani's tongue lap gently at her nethers, driving away all other concerns. Typhani's unnaturally long tongue plunged into Lavinia's well, writhing inside her and sending waves of pleasure washing through the jiggle kitten. Lavinia's moans echoed through what had once been Vincent's apartment!


Those moans soon crescendoed into screams as Typhani began to suckle on Lavinia's clit, bringing her to a surprisingly rapid and overwhelming orgasm! The succubunny didn't stop there, continuing to eat out the overstimulated horny catgirl until she came for the demon's tongue and lips again, and again, and again. Finally when Lavinia was left panting and exhausted Typhani rose back up, licking Lavinia's nectar from her lips.


"Such a good little thing you are, Vini!" Typhani crawled up over the panting well-padded catgirl, her breasts pressing against Lavinia's as she gave her a deep invasive kiss that Lavinia could only moan into in bliss. Finally breaking the kiss after a solid minute Typhani whispered to the panting cat. "I think you're going to be serving me from now on, isn't that right, Vini? I could use a new servant now that I'm free, all thanks to you. If it helps, think of yourself as something like my girlfriend. Not exclusive, of course. Let's not be silly." Typhani's eyes were alight with sadistic glee as she gently pet the dimwitted cat.


"Erm . . . Fine! Buh, ah'm still mad at you! Yah big jerk!" Lavinia huffed and pouted at the tricksy succubunny.


"Sure you are Pet. But we both know you want more where that came from, and I think we're going to have a lot of fun." Typhani grinned and kissed Lavinia's cheek. The catgirl could only fidget, blush, and manage a single frustrated, humiliating nod of agreement. "Good girl!"